Tell me how it can be that thou dost sing
After thy throat is cut, to all seeming?"

"My throat is cut unto the spinal bone,"
Replied die child. "By nature of my kind
I should have died, aye, many hours agone,
But Jesus Christ, as you in books shall find,
Wills that His glory last in human mind;
Thus for the honour of His Mother dear,
Still may I sing eO Alma' loud and clear.

"This well of mercy, Jesus' Mother sweet,

I always loved, after my poor knowing;

And when came time that I my death must meet.

She came to me and bade me only sing

This anthem in the pain of my dying,

As you have heard, and after I had sung,

She laid a precious pearl upon my tongue.

"Wherefore I sing, and sing I must, 'tis plain,

In honour of that blessed Maiden free,

Till from my tongue is taken away the grain;

And afterward she said thus unto me:

'My little child, soon will I come for thee,

When from thy tongue the little bead they take;

Be not afraid, thee I will not forsake.' "

The holy monk, this abbot, so say I,

The tongue caught out and took away the grain,

And he gave up the ghost, then, easily,

And when the abbot saw this wonder plain,

The salt tears trickled down his cheeks like rain,

And humbly he fell prone upon the ground,

Lying there still as if he had been bound.

And all the monks lay there on the pavement,
Weeping and praising Jesus' Mother dear,
And after that they rose and forth they wentj
Taking away this tnartyr from his bier,
And in a tomb of marble, carved and clear,
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